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By THE PARTY ON THE Spot. 


Wednesday.—Spent most of the day nominating 240 persons as 
candidates for the new County Council for London. Animated "by 
the purest principles (being quite old enough to know that which- 
ever party wins will make little difference to me personally) backed 
up both sides for a fair field and no favour, and may the best side 
win—if it can ! ' 

A BLEND. 


My interest I beg to state 
Is not at all excessive, 
I do not think I’m moderate, 
I’m sure I’m not progressive. 
But my ideal candidate 
(You'll pardon the possessive ?) 
Is a Progressive-Moderate, 
Or Moderate-Progressive. 


Looked in at the finish of the Zola trial—foregone conclusion, of 
course. Good old Army! Good old France! Came home and had 
a look at the Exhibition of Greek Industries—wonder how they get 
time to be industrious in their present state. 


Thursday.—Went down to Windsor and fetched Her Most 
Gracious up for the Drawing Room. Then to Edison House with a 
lot of other pressmen to hear the new phonograph. Looked in on 
the Society of Hellenic Studies. Spent the rest of the day re-reading 
Du Maurier’s verses in book form, 


Friday.—Went and patted the Society for the Protection of Wild 
Birds on the back, and helped them to issue seasonable warnings ; 
then for an hour or so among Miss Kate Greenaway’s drawings, 
exhibited at the Fine Art Society’s Gallery. In the afternoon to 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contribu 
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the Drawing Room, and afterwards to several “ tail parties.”” About 
the usual amount of damage done, I should say ! 


PRESENTED (GRATIS). 


Oh, we take our place in the good old style 
In a costume light and airy, 
With chattering teeth and a blue-lipped smile 
In a chilly Febru-wary ; 
There’s a weary wait and a brief delight, 
A photographic lens, a 
Long tail party, and to bed at night 
With a dose of influenza! 


In the evening backed up, from my place in Parliament, Mr. 
Brodrick’s exposition of the new scheme of Army reform. Good old 
Army !—but stay, this is not France—yet. 


Saturday.—Took the Prince and Princess over to quarters of the 
Hon. Artillery Company, and helped to present Lord Colville of 
Culross with his portrait, and from there went to the Mendoza 
Galleries and renewed my acquaintance with Sir Frank Lockwood's 
caricatures. Dined with Lord Kimberley at the Eighty and Russell 
Club joint dinner (don’t mean “ off the joint’’!), and finished up at 
Lord Rosebery’s reception. 

Monday.—Took Lord Fincastle down to Windsor to get his V.C.—. 
said ‘‘ Bravo!” and “ Hooray! ’’ to him all the way down. Seemed 
embarrassed by this—such is true modesty. Made one at the 
Grosvenor Hotel meeting—had larks. Saw some pictures and 
drawings sold at Christie’s. Heard Mr. Ritchie on the L.C.C, at 
Bermondsey Town Hall, and afterwards attended inaugural Welsh 
celebration of St. David’s Eve at the City Temple. 


Tuesday.—Started H.R.H. and the Duchess of York comfort- 
ably off for the Continent, then ran down to Oxford and saw the 
Boat Race crew try their new boat. Looked in on the York election 
recount proceedings—found them dull, so ‘‘looked out” again. 
Over to Hackney Show at Islington. 


A COMPLETE AFFAIR. 


The Hackney Exhibition now 
At Islington appears 
(Were Islington at Hackney, how 
That would surprise you, dears !) 
It seems a show without a flaw— 
And surely nothing lacks— 
In looking round I even saw 
Some literary hacks ! 
Heard two good speeches on the L.C.C.—Mr. Chamberlain at the 
Surrey Theatre (his first appearance on this stage) and Lord Rose- 
bery at St. James’s Hall—sort of Tuesday ‘‘ Pop,”’ I suppose. 
THE Sporrer. 
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Boy (shouting ).—‘‘ Ee y’are, miss! Second edeeshion! Breach o’ prormiss! Helderly 
(In low, confidential tone) ‘‘ Better ‘ave it, miss! 


plynetiff! Gits’eavy dammijees! ’ 
Tells all ’ow yer looked in Court, an’ heverythink!”’ 










Chestnuts. 


Att Paris is mourning the loss of 
Vingt arbre, the famous Tuileries chest- 
nut tree, said to have put forth its leaves 
on the 20th March in silent salutation 
to Napoleon, who came as the deliverer 
of France along the Tuileries on that 
day, and the tree has kept up the 
custom upon every anniversary of that 
date. The Parisians will hold no more 
festivals beneath its spreading branches, 
which are bare and sapless for evermore. 
There’s another good chestnut done for! 


~- —— 


Fashionable Freaks. 


[‘“* French women have now taken to 
wearing tiny tortoises as living jewels, 
which they fasten by gold chains.’”’— 
Globe. |} 


I NEVER loved a dear gazelle 
To glad me with its honest bark, 
Until, bewitched by Fashion’s spell, 
I turned into a Noah’s Ark. 


For now I’m fully up-to-date, 
And when abroad I walk or drive, 
From pointed toe to frizzled pate 
My costume’s simply “ all alive.” 


When cold and biting is the air, 
My muff’s a harmless pussy-cat ; 
Two dormice nestle in my hair: 
A blackbird whistles in my hat. 


Upon my wrist a tortoise sleeps, 
; And centipedes (which, I confess, 
= ' Do sometimes give my friends “the 
y Fa | creeps ”’ ) 

Pe Are sewn as trimming to my dress. 
= FP lume. “la 











For collarette I wear a snake 
(Cobras are now “ the latest style”’), 
And round my waist a wide-awake 
And rather snappy crocodile. 


Bird, reptile, beast, or butterfly, 
You’ll find on every inch of me; 

So, when they meet me people cry, 
‘‘This way to the menagerie! ” 
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“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


Tue divinity that doth hedge a king seems always to surround 
him. Directly he gets thoroughly unpopular there is bound to be 
some kind person who will come along and clumsily try to 
assassinate him. The attempt is always so poor that the danger is 
minimised to vanishing point, and the pleasing result is that the 
waning popularity bounds up again to blood-heat. If King George 
of Greece does not see that the men who did him the great service of 
trying to murder him are handsomely recompensed during the 
remainder of the term of their natural lives, he will be guilty of 
unkingly ingratitude. 

* * * 

‘No politics!’’ shouted both sides in the County Council elec- 
tions, and all the while they were shoving politics down the throats 
of the electors without cessation. ‘* No politics!’’ echoed the candi- 
dates, and labelled themselves Unionist and Radical without a 
blush. It was very funny, indeed, and the winning and losing side 
will be sure to argue that it was their opponents who won on the 
political ticket, while they themselves lost the battle because of 
the scrupulous and high-minded efforts to keep politics out of the 
question. The Daily Mail and the EHvening News on the one 
hand, and the Daily Chronicle and the Star on the other, fought 
the fight exactly as though great Imperial matters were before the 
electors. There was excuse for the Moderates, for they nearly 
succeeded in keeping this inflated Vestry in its proper channels. 

Fo %: bid 

Look at this telephone question, for example. Here we are the 
richest and biggest city in the world with the worst and the dearest 
telephone service, a service indispensable to commercial life. Yet 
do you think that we can get any responsible official to seriously 
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take the matter up ? No, we are always put off with some meaning- 
less generality, until we are tired of asking relief from those whose 
duty it is to see that we are relieved from these disadvantages, 
which render us behind any community of importance in the world. 
A nice thing, truly. One of these days we shall find something very 
drastic done—that is our nature, to stand a burden for years that 
no other country would stand for months, and then, all at once, to 
make a clean sweep of the whole caboose. 


” * *K 
The report of a case between mistress and servant the other day 


makes very excellent reading. The mistress complained that the 
girl smoked, and the following badinage took place :— 


Mistress.—‘‘ I found the cigarette ends in the kitchen.”’ 

Servant.—‘'I tell you I do not smoke.” 

Mistress.—*‘ Well, I thought it would be sufficient to say I found 
them in the kitchen; but I found them in your bedroom, and, if 
you don’t smoke, I should like to know how they got there.’ (Loud 
laughter.) 

Servant.—‘‘Oh, I know now what you mean, I was using some 
special cigarettes which had been recommended for my cold.”’ 

Mistress.—‘' Labelled ‘ Heart’s Delight.’ ”’ 

His Honour.—“ Judgment for the mistress.”’ 








_ 





Oh, Ciel. 


(A seal six-feet long was shot at Lytham. It had got stranded on 
a mud-bank. } 


Ir got into a mud-dle, one may say, 
And to the slaughterer was soon revealed ; 
Stranded, the poor thing couldn’t get away, 
And so its dismal fate was quickly sealed ! 


i age Ok pick de eimai a pean Reed 



































PR ner mene 











Marcu 8, 1898. 

















--aa2 






y= a wk 
a 


LS ; 
WW ——— SY Lae 


j pes Ws 














7 cen ares 
ITLL hid pf 
LTS P+; ; 





ras tI 





















Wn 








> 


Oleg *. 
. — eae 
4 } z 
= a =, 
= 2 ‘ « 
—- WErttiise? Le 
ctesass. : Wad le esrac eg ti tit 
ltl, COST ES rittt ies 
S0st8-d0e ir , > 80S 06 ts +k 
Le waee : 
oi is 





eo 
Se 8 —— 


-. 
7 ~<— 


ors ’ , 
. , , P 
‘ jf 
sen fi / 
tens . 
cone : » ’ 
tan . 
an 
44 “ 
*. : 
- 
*. pee 
eee 
jee 


- 
Z 





} 
| { 
il 

(} 


lj 
Ssaawad A, 


> 
. 6S 
Ss — 

» 


wees 
one ae 
age? 
aioe 


PRUDENCE. 


‘**T’ve called about that cheque you sent me.” 
“Well?” 


** Yes—go on.”’ 
‘¢ Er—er—well, it’s really of no consequence. 








“ Er—the factis, your bank sent it back, saying I was to refer to you.”’ 


Good morning!” 


























Jonathan’s Jingo-Journalism. 


(The ‘“‘boom journals” of America have out-jingoed Jingo in 
their endeavours to pick a quarrel with poor little Spain on the 
strength of the Maine disaster. ] 


On how the Maine’s mischance occurred, 
We felt it wise to smother wise 
Remarks, till Sigsbee’s words were heard— 
But a fire-brand Press thought otherwise ! 
The screedists of McKinley's vast 
Republic nursed a mania 
The battle-lust afar to cast !— 
"Ware Yanks, Hispania! 








The States-folk, by their press inflamed, 
Feel all their souls wax torrid: a 
Grand aim has their ambition claimed 
(From Washington to Florida, 
From California's westmost coast 
To eastern Pennsylvania)— 
To have a Yirrup realm on toast! 
’Ware Yanks, Hispania! 


The war-whoop organs, wrong or right, 
The Maine’s mishap have thriven by! 
The hot Columbians yearn to fight ; 
And, whether they be driven by 
The Nemesis of righteous Fate 
Or journalese insania, 
They're ‘‘down’”’ on Babe Alfonso’s state— 
’Ware Yanks, Hispania! 





a 
Se 























Marcu 8, 1898. 







































os 
- 


Sk a ae gp ge os Rae 





ly ees ee 
: > : c x Ba! “ any 
4 : 2 2 ia w o 


a 


















































































or 
« 7... 
YY - is ase. 


—~ Genes 


ANOTHER ° MIGHT-HAVE-BEEN-SAID-DIFFERENTLY.” 


She.—‘‘It is very good of you to 
word when, lest we should be out.”’ 


He.—“ Oh, I assure you I shouldn’t in 


“To What Base Uses,” etc. 


fA marquis’s coronet was put up and 
knocked down by a Conduit Street 


auctioneer the other day. The price 


realised was £5.—Evening Paper.) 
In thick commercial mud we wallow, 
We sneer at dukes, and earls, and 
kings ; 
Quite new ideals now we follow, 
Gone our respect for ancient things ; 
Strange are the days in which we're 
dwelling, 
Strange days of push, and go, and dash ; 
But who'd have thought they’d dream 
of selling 
A coronet for vulgar cash. 


What has become of him who wore it, 
That swagger marquis, who of old 
Into the Gilded Chamber bore it, 


ever la fo) 
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least mind if I found you not at home.” 


He’s disappeared, his name has perished, 


As perishes the humble clown’s ; 
And e’en the coronet he cherished 


Can now be bought for twenty crowns ! 


Revolving Time respects no station, 
Ah, me! it is a sobering text— 
The noble of one generation 
May drive a cab-horse in the next; 
His title loses all its glamour, 
His badge of rank, and all his gear 
Are sold in lots beneath the hammer 
Of some plebeian auctioneer! 


Poor Marquis, whose proud patronymic 
Is lost, ne'er to be found again, 

Your coronet may grace a mimic 
Display of rank at Drury Lane! 

And you yourself—for Fate’s ironic— 
May recognise it on the stage, 

And sadly sigh the sigh that’s chronic 


O’er this utilitarian age 





The Lads in Red. 


REcRUITING SERGEANT BRODRICK :— 


HERE you are! Now’s your time! 
Come and swell the thin red line— 
For the war clouds gather fast 
And the davs of Peace are past, 
And our enemies combine. 
At the pay you cannot “jib,” 
And the Glory’s still ad lib., 
While the Company is prime, 
Now’s your time! 
Here you are! Take the “‘ bob”’! 
For all those who love a fight 
There is always something on, 
For our Empire hasn’t gone, 
And the Lion still can bite. 
But there’s work that must be done, 
30th preparing and begun. 
Come along; you'll like the job— 
Take the ‘‘ bob”’! 
Here you are! Steady pay! 
And employment when you leave— 
iv’rywhere that you may roam 
All the comforts of a home. 
And the honour you'll receive 
No civilian ever knows— 
And the taste for fighting grows— 
And, remember what I say, 
Steady pay ! 
Here you are! Come and join— 
All that any heart can wish— 
All that people most admire— 
All that wisdom can desire— 
Isan army standing dish! 
Come and taste the soldier’s life, 
All is fun and earnest strife, 
Here’s the little tempting coin 
Come and join! 
Here you are! Do not wait 
Till the vacancies are filled— 
3etter mind what you’re about 
Or you'll all be crowded out, 
Now our latest Programme’s * billed,” 
Now we've got our Army Bill, 
The objections must be nil, 
The advantages be great— 
Do not wait ! 


Here you are! Come along! 

Come and join us while you may— 
For the Army we must make 
Good and strong for Britain's sake— 

Ere the coming mighty fray. 

In the West and in the East 
We are greatest, not the least, 
And our apathy was wrong— 
Come along! 
Here youare! Join the ranks— 

For the wide world’s talk is war— 
And the people’s battle cry 
Shows the time is surely nigh 

That they’ve long been aiming for ; 
When our battle-flag, long furled, 
Must be carried through the world— 

Take your country’s pay and thanks, 

Join the ranks! 
Here you are! Now’s your chance, 

If your fortunes you would make; 
Sucha chance, it’s pretty plain, 
You'll not quickly get again. 

So the shilling come and take! 
Come ; before the millions throng— 
Come along, lads, come along— 

All your prospects to advance 

Now’s your chance ! 
Here you are! Now’s your time! 

Come and swell the thin red line— 
For the time is nigh at hand 
When together we must stand 

’Gainst the nations that combine. 
At the pay you cannot “jib” 

And the Glory’s still ad lib., 

While the Company is prime, 

Now’s your time! 
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_ RECRUITING SERGEANT BRODRICK (LOQ.).—‘NOW’S YOUR TIME 
YOU WILL COME.” 





THE GOVERNMENT Army Rerorm ESTIMATES WERE INTRODUCED BY Mr. St. JOHN 
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THE LADS IN RED. 


», MY LADS! YOUR FORTUNE'S MADE IF 


BrRopRICK ON Fripay, 25TH FEBRUARY. 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 76.) 
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Caste on an Island. 
CHAPTER II.—THE PIRATE KING. 


“’T1s mortifying and quite without a precedent,’”’ said Captain 
Taffrail, turning to the Duchess. ‘‘ They should have drowned. 
But it will be a lesson to me not to put my trust in sailors. Pull 
for the ship, Mr. Small, and I will make an example of them.” 





“7 REALLY CANNOT ALLOW YOU TO PICNIC HERE.” 


The good ship Saucebox was, however, by this time well on her 
way to the offing, and the wind brought sounds of revelry from her 
mutinous crew. The Duchess heard the sounds and shuddered. 

“Captain Taffrail,”’ she said, ‘I refuse to be taken back to the 
ship. Who knows? Perhaps the men may be in liquor. Better 
far to face the unknown dangers of yonder island than see men in 
such degradation.” 

“ Even so, your Grace,” sighed the Captain. ‘‘ Mr. Small, I have 
mislaid my nautical dictionary. Please forgive me a moment.” 
And the Captain placed his forefinger elegantly on his forehead in 
thoughtful perplexity. 

‘*Ah!”’ he said, his face brightening, ‘‘I have it. Give way, my 
lad, and make for the shore.”’ . , 

‘* Why, you ain’t agoing to let that little chap row all the way ?”’ 
said Polly Flinders, perking up. 

‘* Silence, minion!” said the Duchess. 

‘‘ Shan’t silence!’ retorted Polly, losing her temper. ‘‘ Who are 
you a-minioning? I hereby gives you a week's warning on the 
spot, and in future, Dukess, please remember I'm Miss Mary 
F linders.”’ 

The Duchess slowly raised her glasses. ‘ Captain Taffrail,” she 
said. ‘‘ Please remove this very obstreperous person.” 

‘I'll make oughts and crosses on his face if he tries to,”’ screamed 
Miss Flinders, now thoroughly roused. ‘I should just like 
Oh!” Her further utterance had been suddenly checked by a 
violent lurch forward. The boat had been run up high and dry on 
the beach. 

** Permit me to assist your Grace to land,” exclaimed Captain 
Taffrail, gallantly springing ashore. 

“I thank you, Captain,” said the Duchess, wiping her eyes. 
“ Pray pardon this momentary weakness, the island reminds me so 
of Kew Gardens. Did you think to bring provisions?” 

‘‘Nought has been forgotten, your Grace. Mr. Small, pipe all 
hands to dinner.” 

** You forget, Captain, that I am one of the English aristocracy.” 

“But they can sit below the salt, your Grace,” pleaded the 
Captain. 

‘Even so,’’ mused the Duchess. ‘“ Your arm, Captain Taftrail. 
I see our hirelings are preparing the repast. Where is the head of 
the table—er—er—cloth ?”’ 

‘* Wherever y 





ur Grace deigns to sit,”’ said the Captain, politely. 





* An’ as long as yer don’t sit on me,” said Polly Flinders, flip- 
pantly. 

The Duchess gave her a withering glance. 

‘‘T think it rather inconvenient to have saved this really obnoxious 
female,”’ she said. 

Florence, Duchess Rosemary, was hungry, so, without further 
remark, sat on the sand, and the poor castaways commenced an 
epicurean repast. Even her Grace thawed under the genial 
influence of the ‘‘ Moet,’’ and was nearly asking Polly Flinders to pass 
the bread, when a shadow fell across the festive tablecloth, and a 
soft voice said :— 

“You are possibly not aware you are trespassing. I really cannot 
allow you to picnic. here.” 

The Duchess, with a piece of “ paté de fois gras’’ poised on her 

ork, screamed loudly, and Captain Taffrail’s face blanched. 

Polly Flinders alone seemed at her ease, and gave the newcomer 
a supercilious stare as she helped herself to the Duchess’s cham- 
pagne, remarking sotto voce to Mr. Small— 

‘“’E ain’t a cannibul king, and if he’s a pirate, then he ain’t no 
class.” 

The being who had caused the consternation was a man of 
medium height, with a receding chin and weak-looking face, but 
dressed with all the conspicuous bravery of a pirate, his sash con- 
taining several murderous-looking weapons. 

‘‘ Spare our lives, sir,’’ pleaded the Duchess on her knees; ‘‘ spare 
the lives of an unfortunate shipwrecked crew!” 

‘Shipwrecked ?”’ responded the pirate. ‘I really had no idea. 
You see we get so many picnic parties here, who litter the beach with 
empty pickle jars and bottles, that perhaps I was unnecessarily severe. 
But a bond-fide shipwrecked crew is quite a different affair. Ladies 
and gentlemen, I leave you to your repast. And if, when you have 
appeased your appetites, you will honour the poor pirate’s lair with 
your gracious presence, you will find a welcome. I go to prepare 
for your reception.” 

‘Stay, gentle sir,’ said the Duchess, recovering her dignity, ‘ it 
may not be. Mycaste forbids me to visit a man whose name even 
Iam unacquainted with, and a pirate, too. There may be some 
distressing circumstances in your life that might render an intimacy 
undesirable.’’ 

‘‘Calm your anxiety, lady. My antecedents and lineage are as 
pure as thine own. Know then that I am a king, a pirate king, 
and am called Buccaneer Bill, the Sanguwinary Scourge of the 
Pacific,” 

Polly Flinders uttered a loud shriek, and fell fainting in the arms 
of Mr. Small. 

‘You have been too abrupt, your majesty,” said the Duchess, 
‘‘and have, I fear, startled the poor girl.” 

“Tt isn’t that! It isn’t that! ’’ sobbed Polly, leaning her head on 
Mr. Small’s shoulder. ‘‘ But it’s the end of my hambitions. I 
always wanted to be a pirate’s bride, and now boo 00 











* PoLiy, Princess FLINDERS!” 


look at it-——look at it! ‘Ow could I walk out with a thing like 
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that? And ‘ Buccaneer Bill,’ too, the very name of my ‘ero—— 


Boo— o——A pirate’s bride ain't no class after all.”’ 
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‘Then have a true blue sailor boy,” whispered Mr. Small 
insinuatingly. 

‘“« Mrs. Small,” mused Poll; ‘*No! no! my heart is dead.” 

‘‘ Who is your fair damsel with sylph-like form ?” asked Buccaneer 
Bill turning to the Duchess. ‘ The island needs a queen, and truly 
my heart warms towards her.” 7 

‘‘What!’’ screamed the Duchess, starting back. 

‘‘No! no! your Majesty, she is not fit. If you, indeed, require a 
queen, a regal queen, and nearly every respectable island has one— 
then J, the lineal descendant of a line of kings—by marriage— 
will consent, under certain conditions, to rule this lovely island. 
Speak! Do you accept my dazzling offer ?”’ 

‘My people will have to decide,” replied Buccaneer Bill, gazing 
abstractedly at Polly. ‘There shall be an election this very day. 
But first your names, that I may have some polling ‘posters’ 
printed.” 

‘‘ Florence, Duchess Rosemary,” said the Duchess proudly. 

‘‘ Polly, Princess Flinders,”’ said Polly, going one better. 

‘‘Minion!”’ withered the Duchess. 

‘* Old cat !”’ snapped the Princess. 


[To be continued.] 











Waftings from the Wings. 


I went to Clapham Junction the other evening to see the first 
performance in London of the “ great American drama ”’ that has 
been running for ‘‘ hundreds of nights’’ in Fourteenth Street 
Theatre, New York. Iam notsorry. I never laughed so much in 
my life. The piece is described as a drama, but, of course, thisis a 
printer’s error ; it should be called a roaring farce. 

It is all supposed to happen in Indiana, U.S.A. The strange 
things that go on there mark Indiana out as a haven for the 
dyspeptic, the misanthrope, and the victim of melancholia. The 
marriage laws, the brass bands, the gentle saw mills that are 
guaranteed to cut heroes in half on the slightest notice if there are 
any peculiarly Indiana villains about are better than a bound yearly 
volume of Fun. And then the heroine, the beloved of the romantic 
hero! How does she employ her spare time? Everything is 
unconventional in Indiana. She fills out the laggard moments 
when her husband is from her side in getting her country cousin to 
take off his boots to ease his corns, and tells him to place his stock- 
inged feet on a piece of white paper. Then, going down on her 
lilywhite hands and her tender knees, she makes an outline draw- 
ing of his poor suffering feet, and holds the diagram up to an 
admiring audience with huge bunions in profile upon her drawing. 
There’s wit for you! 

The saw-mill episode is sublimely ghastly. We have a real 
revolving saw! Areal man! The real man is placed within a few 
inches of the real revolving saw, and is gradually drawn nearer and 
nearer to it. Whatart! What delicacy!! What drama!!! 

The audience howled itself hoarse with delight, and there is every 
reason to believe that Blue Jeans will appeal irresistibly to the 
thousands of country playgoers, who will be enraptured with its 
prettiness and charm. 


The White Knight, by Mr. G. Stuart Ogilvie, at Terry’s 
Theatre, is a pretty and sentimental little play that has many 
touches to recommend it. There is nothing very striking or 
original about it, and it is not enthralling; but it is homely, it is 
sympathetic, and it is excellently acted. The White Knight takes 
his nick-name from him so styled in “‘ Alicein Wonderland.” He is 
an inventor, his inventions almost ruin him. He idealises all his 
his friends, his friends deceive and betray him. Then, when dis- 
illusion comes, and everything seems hopeless and worthless, it is 
the one being whom he has not credited with superlative qualities 
who turns out to be the only true grit in the lot. She it is who 
saves his invention from being thrown away, who saves his heart 
from near to breaking. In her arms the unhappy man finds rest 
and consolation, and a pretty story comes to an end. 

Mr. Terry as the inventor has a part after his own heart. It 
gives him plenty of opportunity for the display of that eccentric 
humour and unaffected pathos of which he is a master. Miss Kate 
Rorke is a sweet and charming heroine. She has no great chance of 
doing anything big, but she has to be sweet, and pretty, and sym- 
pathetic, and in such characters Miss Rorke is always quite at 
home. Mr. Abingdon gives a very clever study of the villainous 
City company promoter, and the other rdles are all well sustained. 


It has been definitely decided that the American burlesque, The 
Belle of New York, is to be produced at the Shaftesbury Theatre 
early in April. We are promised a gorgeous show, bright music, 
and some of the reigning beauties from the Casino, New York. 

(,OSSAMER. 





“FUN. _ 











| 





’ 


22a, Curzon Street, at the Garrick Theatre, is a mixture of farce 
and felony, two unassociable subjects, as we have seen in previous 
attempts to amalgamate them prominently. Such talent as Mr. 
Arthur Bourchier and Miss Lottie Venne and Miss Fanny Brough 
can display is paralysed in this new three-act play by Brandon 
Thomas and John Edwards. We have heard of people’s furniture 
being cleared out and sold during their absence in the country, but 
hardly the lease of a richly-appointed house advertised and actually 
sold by caretakers to a purchaser visiting the actual owner at 
her rural retreat. The method of the conveyance of the property, 
too, is repulsive to common sense and everyday knowledge. There 
is a good deal of laughable matter, which is arrested abruptly by the 
sordid intervention of forgery and robbery which blights all 
merriment. 


The Strand Theatre announces that, in order to meet the in- 
creased demand for seats to witness 4A Brace of Partridges, 
Matinees will now be given every Wednesday and Saturday, com- 
mencing on Wednesday next. 

Mr. F. R. Benson's special revival at Stratford-on-Avon during the 
Shakespearian memorial performances this year will be Anthony 
and Cleopatra, five performances of which will be given, three on 
the evenings of April 14th, 15th, and 18th, and two on Shakespeare's 
birthday, April 23rd. 

One of the many interesting features included in the round of 
entertainments and shows at the Alexandra Palace this season will 
be a waxwork exhibition, which will include models of the late Sir 
Havelock Allen and Mr. William Terriss. There will also be a 
series of scenes from the Dreyfus case, one of which will represent 
Captain Dreyfus on the Ile du Diable. The management have 
under consideration a scheme for fitting up a portion of the grounds 
as an Oriental city. 

Mr. Fred Grove is playing Dudley Smith in Happy Life at the 
Parkhurst Theatre. This is astrong change over from his previous 
part of John Charteris in the same play, diametrical contrasts, and 
indicative of this actor’s versatility. 

The programme of the 39th grand orchestral concert of the 
Westminster Orchestral Society on the 9th inst., includes: 
Overture, ‘La Nuit de Mai” (Rimsky-Korsakoff) ; P. F. Concerto 
in E flat (Beethoven), soloist, Esperanza Kisch-Schorr; new 
orchestral work expressly composed for the society, ‘‘ Overture 
(M.S.)"" (A. Davidson Arnott), first performance; vocalist, Miss 
Regina De Sales. 


If there were no other inducements to cause the tourist to visit 
the beautiful localities upon the East Coast, a perusal of the volume 
of ‘ Photo-Pictures,’’ compiled by Payne Jennings, will prompt one 
to do so. Commencing with Epping Forest, the pictures give views 
of places throughout the whole of East Anglia, and conclude with a 
fine prospect of York Minster. The printing is excellent, and the 
descriptive notes, by Annie Berlyn, are charmingly interesting. The 
volume has been brought to our notice by the Great Eastern Rail- 
way Company, who have, by cheap and quick trains, advanced the 
East Coast into popular resort. 

‘‘Willing’s British and Irish Press Guide for 1898"’ has been 
brought up to date. It is reliable and cheap. 


The washerwoman of the future appears to be Curtiss’s Slab 
Roller Washing Machine, as it entirely does away with that 
destroyer of our linen, the scrubbing brush, widen invariably 
imparts to our shirt and collar a liberal fringe in the shape of 
frayed-out edges. The mechanism of this machine is the nearest 
approach to a woman's knuckles ever invented. The machine is on 
view at 7, Charing Cross Road. 


Gunpowder. 


A GIRL will takea powder puff, 

And dab her face till thick it lies; 
3ut she will scamper fast enough 

When puff of powder greets her eyes ! 








A Misapprehension. 
Milkboy (out of breath, to Milkman).—‘ I’m fair pumped out, 


guv’nor.”’ 
Milkman (in consternation).—‘‘ What! do you mean to say the 


pump’s dry ?”’ 








Cautious. 


Mrs. Dresser.—“* What do think of my new hat, John ?”’ 
Mr. D.—*‘ I'll tell you when I see the bill for it.” 
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pertect ¢ onfidence. 


Froggy’s Flirtation. 
A FLUTTER AND A FIZZLE. 
O, FrocGy would a-wooing go 
A-cooing LO 
A-suing go— 
To Mamsel Lagos Hinterland, and he knelt him at her shrine: 
‘* Now, never mind John Bull, my dear, 
With his treaty-rights so dull, my dear! 
His claims I'll soon annul, my dear! 
Je mine, sweet girl, be mine! 
Sut Bull was brighter than he looked, 
His watchful eyes were wary, O! 
And by the button-hole he hooked 
The ranivorous Cay Lothario! 


Quoth John: ‘‘ I mean tabooing you 
Pursuing you— 
Undoing you 
If to win Miss Lagos Hinterland you don’t all hope resign! 
You've dared to act the goat, my boy, 
But my word you'd better note, my boy 
Ere | grip your pinguid throat, my boy 
Unhand that girl o’ mine!”’ 
And Froggy, wiser than he looked, 
Renounced his rash vagary, O ! 
“ I'll hook it, ere my goose be cooked! ”’ 
Low-lisped the gay Lothario! 












week (but ‘ow could I ’elp promisin’ ‘im, when ’e ’as sich a plesunt 
smile?) I never thort that littery work woud be sich a trubbel, 
ow’ng to my fam’ly, the youngest but one—littel Billy—wich ’e is 
four, havin’ jist bin ’an drunk a hole penny bottel of best black ink ; 
and me not knowin’ wether it will make ’im a black-’earted young 
scoundril, or p’r’'aps it will ouse through the paws of ’is skin, an’ 
turn ‘im into a little nigger. It ’as cast a gloom over my sole, but 
I must do my dooty to Mr. Fn, so’ere goes for my opinyuns :— 


bullet in—neither the King of Greece or ‘is darter is any the wurse 
for their narrer escape from deth, so it’s oil right. There are 
‘ slippery customers "’ in Greece. 


‘eaving! at the time of ritin the horisin is clearin’; but them 
Frenchmen will ‘ave to clear out of where they ain’t any mortial 
right to be; they will, so to say, ’ave to do the “ frog’s march,”’ 
‘owever disagreabel to their feelin’s. I don’t think that Ameriky 
and Spain will come to blows, though that blowin’-up of the Maine 


prime yet. ’E’s a wonderful man; my pore, dear ’usbing used to 
call ’im the ‘‘Grand Old Pot of Jam,” though I don’t know for 
why, unless ’e meant that ’e was well preserved. Talkin’ about 
livin’ a long time, I ’ave jist bin readin’ of a man in Ireland wot is 
114, an’ still growin’, I s’pose; anyway, he is full in posession of all 
‘is fakulties, an’ p’r’aps ‘as ‘ad nothink but buttermilk, ’taters, an’ 
a drop of wiskey, with an okcashunal crack on the ’ead with a 
shillally to support ’im. 


is 
behaved like a lot of ’eathens. Sich goin’s on I never did ’ear of, 
not even down my way on Saterday night. I can’t ’elp sym- 
pathisin’ with Zollar for’e is littery like myself. Them French- 
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THE LATEST PHASE OF THE FRENCH CRISIS. 

It is rumoured that a m: bers f the Jew n Paris may tal 
place at anv moment, but it aid that tl! nob will be caretul not 
to strike down a son of France. \] ind Solomon, of the Rue 
de Monish, have shaven off their beards, donned the fashionabl 
attire of |**Gay Paree,”’ and now daily walk the be ulevards, with 


men is so orful ’xcitable. I often think that a hose turned on ’em 
would be a good thing to damp there arder. The hose woud 
sertinly ‘‘ give ’em socks.”’ 


don’t look well. 


never sober Rag 


you, an’ not ‘ponsible for actions ! 


swept under the mats, mum! 


Kene.—‘' I can’t lend you any money, Sharple!” 


“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s ” WASHERWOMAN. 
Dear! dear! when I promised Mr. Fun to rite a artikel every 


Accordin’ to the latest bulletin—only, luckily, there was no 


The hair of late ’as bin ‘eavy with rumers of war, but, thank 


dredful blow to the Amerikans and all sivilisashun. 
I'm glad Mr. Gladstone’s ’ealth is improvin’, an’ I daresay ’e will 
on be stronger than 6VeELI,. i r | don’t think ’e’s quite reached is 


The Zollar trial over, an’ I must say that them Frenchmen 


I must now lay down my pen, an’ take up my littel Billy, for ’e 


Agreed with Her. 


Mrs. Booser (to Mr. b.).—‘* Why, you disgraceful creature, you’re 


Mr. Booser—‘' No? Mus’ have been ’toxicated when I married 


99 


Misunderstood. 
Mistress.— Bridget, have you swept under the mats?” 


Bridget.—* Oi have, mum. Ivery bit av dirt Oi cud foind Oi’ve 


;? 


Knew what was Coming. 


Sharple.—‘* Now, can I count upon you as a true friend, Kene ?”’ 
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MAURICE’S PORCELEINE. 


. . Brighter than Enamel. . . 
IN TINS, Gd. AND 1s., FROM ALL FIRST CLASS SHOPKEEPERS. 
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MAURICE’S PORCELEINE, 
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